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A WREATH OF CLOUD

would) and by his influence restore to this unhappy lady
the place at Court to which her birth entitled her. Such
indeed was the purport of her prayer as she now knelt at
the altar by Tamakatsura's side.

In the crowded temple were pilgrims from every province
in the land. Among them the wife of the Governor of
Yamato Province was conspicuous for her elegance and
consequential air, for most of the worshippers were simple
country people, very unfashionably dressed. Sanjo, who,
after so many years passed in barbarous Tsukushi, had
quite forgotten how town people get themselves up for
occasions such as this, could not take her eyes off the mag-
nificent lady. ' Hark ye/ she said at last in an awe-struck
whisper to the nurse, * I don't know what you're a-going
to pray for to our Lady Kwannon. But I'm a-praying
that if our dear young lady can't be wife to the Lord-
Lieutenant J (as I have always hoped she might be), then
let her marry a Governor of this fine province of Yamato.
For a grander lady than that one there I'm sure I've never
seen! " Just do that," I said to Lady Kwannon in my
prayer, " and you'll be surprised at the wonderful offerings
poor old Sanjo will bring to your altar." ' And smiting
her forehead with her hand, she began again to pray with
immense fervour. * Well,' said Ukon, astonished by this
extraordinary speech. ' You have become a regular country-
woman ; there's no doubt about it. Don't you know that
Madam is To no Chujo's own daughter ? That's enough
in itself; but now that Prince Genji, who for her mother's
sake, would do anything for her, has come into his own again,
do you suppose there is any gentleman in the land who
would be too good for her ? It would be a sad come-down
indeed if she were to become some paltry Governor's wife! *
But Sanjo was not thus to be put out of countenance,
1 Of Tsukushi.